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My soul must travel with this flesh put off

At the dark door; I pray you for God's grace

Give me that holy help that is in you

To lighten my last passage out of sight.

For this world's works, I have done with them this diy,

With mine own lips while yet their breath was warm

Commending to my lords the natural charge

Of their born king, and by my brother's mouth

To the English queen the wardship of her heir,

And by the ambassador's of France again

To his good mistress and my brother king

The care of mine unmothered child, who has

No better friends bequeathable than these:

And for this land have I besought them all,

Who may beseech of no man aught again,

That here may no man for his faith be wrongal

Whose faith is cine with mine that all my life

I have kept, and fear not in it now to die.

Bishop of Ross.   Madam, what comfort God hath

given his priests

To give again, what stay of spirit and strength
May through their mean stablish the souls of men
To live or die unvexed of life or death,
Umvounded of the fear and fang of hell,
Doubt not to have; seeing though no man be good
But one is good, even God, yet in his eye
The man that keeps faith sealed upon hls%soul
Shall through the bloodshedding of Christ be clean.
And in this time of cursing and flawed faith
Have you kept faith unflawed, and on your hear!
The immediate blessing of the spouse of God.